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)T HAS BEEN SAID THAT DURING THE EARLY PAYS IN MEXICCV.MANY BANDITS 
LITERALLY HELD OUT TO THE LAST DITCH .'— • UPON BEIN6 GIVEN A DEATH 
SENTENCE THE CONDEMNED MAN'S LAST bUTy WAS TO DIG A LAST DITCH.'-. 
^WEXECUTIONIT, ^ ^m^U^ H „ agXrWE ^ 

J,0/V(7 A < ^LASSOES ITSPREy?" 

VMfS 

_ 'N TEWS A HORNED TOAD 
WAS ACCIDENTALLY SEALED 
UP IN A CORNERSTONE.'....- 
THIRTY YEARS LATER WWEN 
THE STONE WAS REMOVED, 
THE HORNED TOAD SLOWLY 

CRAWLED OUT ALIVE.' 

C IT /5 B{LKI/£t> T//AT7HADS, 

ETC, CAK K/VA/N W A STATE 

of sc/snsr/PEB m/mat/oh m% 

LOH6 FZMODSJ . - - > 




Printed in the U. S. . 
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AND THE DUDES FROM THE EAST 



HAN& AROUNP 
... YOU'LL WZQ&A8LY 
SEE A LOT OF 'EM 




„.., 



BWWEN TWO SAlES/WEW FROM THE EAST PECiPE TO STOP OVER FOR 
gtWENIlSHT; AT CUSTER RUN, TO SEE THE MLP WEPT, LITTLE 03 THE/ 
HKEALIZE HOW CtOSE TO PEATH THEIR TOUR WILL TAKE THEM. BUT 
BWR THE VI&tANCe OF SUNSET CARSON, THEIR VISIT £<JUL[> BE 
f{ PERMANENT... COMfiLETE WITH HEADSTONE --- 




/WE 
' BAS) 



,!HA! I 
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' AlWLL.HWW WW LIKE THAt7tS>'^ 

A THRU flltKCFA FEATHER... C 

/ THAT HMTfR WtfULP KILL AA1AN VST 
■ RXMK T£ETH WITHOUT Jjf /at*. 
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^TAW TM6M WWN TO THE SILVER P0LLAK 
rSAl£WN,FlKT. IU HAVE SAMMY PUT A r 

.micky in rUM prink*. . . then weU take 1 

7'*« Our O'TOWN, AN' *IT THEIR «W». , 
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J Lime WHILE LATER... 



it's Mi&«ry nice 
of you SOYS TO < 
OFFER. TWOW Ui . 
TH'IWN.^^/, 


^ALWAYS 6LAP ) 

T'HELP A ■< 

_ STRANGER... ^ 




^'uS'fclS JS^N 

ALWAYS LIKE 
VTHET...EH, , 
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LET'S START TH'EVENIN' 
OFF WITH A COUPLE ©' i. 
PRINKS. THEY 60T Ttl' 3 
SEX STUFF IN TH' 
WHOLE WEST , ' 
KI&HT HERE.' 



HOLD OH SOYS. I'VE SEEN SAVING "V WHY THAT'S 
THIS FOR JUST SUCH AN OCCASION/ \ MIGHTY 
IT'S STUFF AS OL.0 AS THE COVBSEDrf'OF YOU MAKSHAL 
WAGON PAYS, I INS/ST YOU r — *^{ PULL UPACHAlK 
GENTLEMEN 5HARE IT- 
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04s THE EVENINS WEARS ALON& SUNSET P<?E$ HIS BEST T0 SHOW 
THE VISITORS A 60CW TlyWE.,. BUT WITH LITTLE SUCCESS. . . 





A* SUNSET HEAPS F« HOME OUT OP THE CORNGIJ OF 
HIS e»E HE SPtTTS THREE f&tJKBS LUZKIN6 IN THE 

5HAPQW& 

PUMMN- (SUBS THOSE HO/HBRES HAVEN'T 



As SUNSET PASSES THE STABLE WHERE CACTUS IS WIN* 
HOUSEP, ON AN IMPULSE HE REACHES FOR Wf$ LARIAT... 
THEN A FEW MINUTE S LATeit-- 
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0EPOKE THE COmCfiS fEET &UITE TOUCH THE OgOUNP 
SUNSET $Wlt*6i WITH ALL HIS IVEI6HT ■ ■ - 
* WU gOTS WEKENt FSESFSO &009 1 
[ PEWR£,...yWU FEEL WOR<i£,_^S 
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SfcP.' THEY HAD LUMBER FILED 

PERT- WEAR AS HIGH AS TH'MOUNTAIMS 

-..OL'FAULKWEW SOMETHIW HAD 

TO BE DOME SO HE CALLED ALL 

HIS LUMBER CAMP FOREMAN 

TOGETHER FOR A MEET7W TO 

DECI D£ WHAT TO DO /. . 



I HAVE AMY 
IDEAS MEM 



■i/HEMEW HAD LOTS OF 

IDEAS. BUT WOWE WAS 

WORKABLE, UNTO. A 

BIG SWEDE CAME UP 

WITH AW IDEA 
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ZllND WHAT 00 YA' THINK THAT WE RE ?.. - - BX JINGO"/ IT WERE WHALE'S 
OL' PAUL WAUTEIS TO KETCH .'-.OL' PAUL THREW ALL TM' LITTLE ONES BACK 
THEy WERE ONLY ABOUT 150 FT LONG — HE CAUGHT TH' BISGEST BULL 
WHALES AWBOW HA9 EVER SAW. 6H'S££StW, AU mi£MAL£fM£ OUi£0 BUUS/J 
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l?AUL 



SPENT SEVERAL 
MOUTHS A'TRAIWIW'TH' 
WHALES —THEN HE 
BUILT A HUGE RAFT 
FROM GrAUT REDWOOD 
- TREES ' 



VA" SEE OL PAUL HAB BEEN TRWNIN'THEM BIS 
WHALES TO PULL IMA HARNESS JUST LIKE OXEN,..B4UL 
LOADED TW'BIG STOCK PILES OF LUMBER ON HIS 
GIANT RAFT AMHFADED ACROSS TH'OCEAW, JUST 
LIKE A MULE TRAIN ACROSS TO' DESERT. 




VtSSIR '. Or fMUL HAD SOLVED HIS PROBLEM 
— -AU'THK! WUS PROBABLY TO'STARTO) ' 
OF WORLD TRADE, ANSON SOME FOLKS SAy . 
IF YOU LOOKATAMAP YOU CAM SEE 

THOSE BIG HUNK O'MOUUTAIN OL' PAUL TOREK/ IN TH' ; 
PACIFIC , ONLY NOW 




r WAL.AH HAVEN'T HAD AMY 
BITES TODAY...BUT ONCE 
WHEW AH WUS FISHIW HERE 
AH HAD A FISH ON MVLINE SO 
BIG, ..AU WUS AFRAID HE WUS 
A' GONNA PULL ME IN '-SO AH 1 
CUT HIM LOOSE' 





UH-UR-WAL.YASEE 

I SON, LIKE AH "TOLD YOU 

WHAT V ALL MALE WHALES ARE 

DID HE A CALLED BULLS...SOAH 

MEAN «, RECKON) HE MUST O ' 

GRANDPA?) THOUGHT AH HAD 

(DOGGONE" WEAR CAUGHT 
MAH'SELFAWHALE/ 
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/THESE HILLS ARE THE 
SAFEST PLACE FOR MF 
TO HIDE DLL PARK- 
IE I CAN CET HIGH 
ENOUGH^CARSON WON'T 
FIND ME ! 



EANWHILE, 
AS mVKON'S HALT- 
SISTER' TELLS HER 
STORY TO SUNSET 
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SCOUT WES EAGAN 
HAS A MAGIC BIRD 



Major Charles Russell was a dejected man as 
he sat before his desk in his private quarters at 
Fort Denton. He was a clear-shaven, thick-bodied 
man of middle height. His pale blue eyes con- 
trasted well with his auburn' hair which had a. 
slight tinge of gray in it. He had served the 
American army well during the past twenty 
years. He wore a blue army shirt open at the 
neck. In front -of him was a tall man, Captain 
Henry Wells, second In command. "How much 
ammunition have we left?'" he asked in a low 
voice. 

"About eighty rounds per man and that means 
not even enough for a tough day's fight. Chief 
Red Eagle has been buying some of those new 
repeating rifles from the traders who came down 
from the border. If he attacks this fort we don't 
stand a chance. He outnumbers and outguns us. 
It will be a massacre. Why don't you- do what 
he wants?" 

M'ajor Russell was too tired to be angry. "I 
know the soldiers are talking behind my back. 
They all want me to return the four braves to 
Chief Red Eagle. One of those redskins killed 
the Chief's son, Lame Foot. But which one? If 
I turn them over to the Chief, do you know 
what he'll do? Roast them alive until he gets 
a confession. And then Heaven help the guilty 
one. He'll be cut to pieces, bit by bit." 

Captain Wells knew he voiced the sentiment 
of every enlisted man at the fort when he re- 
plied, "By the great Bear Dipper, you can't be 
willing to let the men here die just for the sake 
of what you call an abstract principle of jus- 
tice. If the Indians take this fort, they will attack 
Huntington City arid then Beaver Point. Not a 
white settler' will be safe for miles around." 

But the Major stuck to his point. "We signed 
« treaty with the redmen. As long as they are on 
the reservation they cannot use torture or put a 
brave to death for murder. If the man is con- 
victed of murder, be he white or red or any 
color in this world, he must get a fair trial by 
a jury. Torture belongs to the dim past." 

Suddenly the two officers heard shouting. 
"What's wrong? Can it be that they have spotted 



Indian smoke signals in the hills?" asked, the 
captain. The door opened and a sentry saluted. 
His face was all smiles as he announced, "Head 
Scout Wes Eagan is here, just rode into the 
fort." 

into the room walked a giant of a map, per- 
haps a shade over six feet three. His long ches- 
nut hair, even parted over his brow, hung in 
ringlets over his broad shoulders. His face was 
cleanly shaven, except for a small drooping mus- 
tache -which shaded a mouth that always seemed 
fo smile. He was dressed in fancy shirt and 
leather leggings. Around his hip he wore a full 
cartridge belt and the two A4's he carried had 
seen their full share of service. The most famous 
man of the West had come in response to an 
emergency message. 

"You don't know how glad I am that you 
made it," welcomed the Major. "We're up 
against a tough situation and we need your help. 
My message gave you the facts. Any suggestions 
to make?" 

The sentry had left the room and closed the 
door behind him. "I heartily agree with you. 
Major," began Wes Eagan, "that you can't let 
Chief Red Eagle torture the braves to find out 
who killed his son. Law and order is coming to 
the west. On the other hand you can't sit by and 
let his braves get out of hand. They are shout- 
ing for the war dance. Once they get their 
spirits whipped up the scalping knife will be 
red with blood." 

'That sort of puts us between the. devil and 
the deep blue sea," pointed out Captain Wells, 
"How can you handle such a situation that is 
liable to blow right up into our faces any 
moment?'" 

. The famous scout had his answer ready. 
"Major Russell, you and I are going to ride into 
the Chief's Camp alone. I am going to try to 
get him to come to this fort. If he agrees, then 
I will show him a simple way to find the guilty 
brave. Still got the chicken coop? I'll need an 
old rooster for this trick. IF it works everything 



wil be fine. If not, let's not even try to think 
about it." 

Mounted on his chestnut colored mustang, 
Wes Eagan was followed by Major Russell as 
they rode for the Indian camp. They were going 
across open prairie. "As soon as we hit the 
brush, what about hidden Indians ready to wel- 
come us with arrows or bullets?" asked the 
Major. Wes bit his lips as he usually did when 
be had some hard thinking to do. "On my way 
to the fort I noticed smoke signals. The Chief 
knows, by this time I arrived. And he can guess 
my mission. We won't have any trouble unless 
an over-anxious brave is desirous of adding an 
extra scalp to his collection." 

As the two horses started towards the brush, 
the keen eyes of Wes spotted crushed grass. His 
knowledge of Indian sign told him that the 
owner of a pair of mccasins had recent' y 
walked there and was probably hiding in the 
brush. His right hand dropped to the side of 
his saddle. And in one second it came up with 
his famous boomerang. The weapon went sailing 
through the air, hit its objective, and then re- 
turned to the hand of the skilled thrower. 

The army officer had heard about the uncanny 
skill of the scout with his Australian weapon. 
It was the first time he had ever seen it in 
operation. The two men dismounted and Wes 
dragged an unconscious Indian out from behind 
the brush. "A present for the Chief," he said. 
"I'll just drop him off in camp while he dreams 
about the scalp he didn't get." 

At least three hundred lodges were pitcnea 
near the river's edge. A war dance was ending 
when the two men reached the lodge of the 
Chief. Bucks and squaws were jumping around 
in ecstasy and shouting about their previous 
battles. They were beating skin rattles and 
challenging every enemy to come out and test 
his courage. But they ignored the two men on 
horseback. * 

Chief Red tagle was the picture ot dignity. 
Hi's head was shaven and painted red and from 
the tuft of hair remaining on the crown, 
dangled several eagle's feathers and the tails of 
two or three rattle snakes. His cheeks were 
daubed with vermillion. He was an enormous 
man and as he spoke in English to the famous 
scout, it was clear he was measuring every word. 

"I know why my white brother comes into 
camp. I knew of his mission from the Winds. 
They sent a cloud ahead to inform me. My 
braves were ordered to let you pass in peace. 
The one who disobeyed me shall suffer. All I 



want are my braves held in the fort. They must 
suffer for the death of my son." 

Inwardly Wes prayed before he replied. It 
only the Chief would agree to try his plan. "I 
come to ask you to the tort to see a magic bird. 
It will pick out the guilty brave. You need fear 
no trickery. Your men are strong enough to 
reduce the fort to ashes. But if the bird dis- 
covers the guilty brave, all I ask is that you let 
Major Russell punish him." 

'The Chief could sense that the words were 
coming from the heart of his white friend. "All 
Indians know that the Great Scout does not 
speak with forked tongue." He tells but the 
truth. If there is a magic bird like you say, 
there shall be peace, and Major Russell can 
punish the guilty man." 

The four braves were in tne main nan or tne 
fort. On one side of them was a line of soldiers 
On the other was a line of Indhns. On a table 
was an old rooster. Wes spoke. "This is a 
magic bird. When the guilty man touches him 
the bird will inform me. Next to this hall is j 
small room. The bird will be placed in that 
room on a table. One at a time and alone, each 
brave will go inside the room and touch the 
bird." 

The table was moved into a dark room. Wes 
went into the room and then came out. One at a 
time the braves went into that room. When they 
came up he lined them up against the wall and 
ordered, "Show me your hands, with palms to 
the sky." He held the bird in his hands and he 
stopped in front of a short Indian. The rooster 
screamed 'and Wes announced, "Red Cloud is 
the guilty man." The Indian yelled in fright, 
"I killed Chief Red Eagle's son. But take me 
away from devil bird." 

The famous scout was about to leave the fort 
a week later. All was peaceful and quiqt except 
for a puzzled Major. "There isn't such a thing 
as a magic bird, yet I saw it happen with my 
own eyes. The Indians call you a great medicine 
man. Want to tell me the secret?" 



Wes could afford the luxury of a laugh. "I 
put bluing on the bird," he explained. "The 
innocent three braves touched the bird. The 
guilty man didn't. When they showed me their 
hands I knew it was Red Cloud. I then pinched 
the bird to make it scream in front of hjrn. Th.it 
magic bird saved the frontier from a nasty 
blood war, so keep him well fed and don't eat 
him." 

The End 
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DOW'TWORRy.-- THOSE W M POO/ 
WILL PROTECT US ^MIGHTY 
IF ANVBOcy G£T5 MHf PLW LOOKIN 

wosey ,— r^^B protectors. 
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OKAY. YOU COYOTES AH KNOWS 
YOU IS IM THERE.'-THIS'S TW ' 
STRONG ARM 
O'TH'LAW.' 
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ffl FEW CAYS LATER— IN 
MAKING THEIR GETAWAY THE 
BANDITS HAVE BECOME LOST 


Ms, 




f"CHOkE"NOTA DROPO' ■ 
WATER 1 FET-^s, J*T 





COME BACK HERE STUPIb..' THAT'S 
ONLY A SILLV MIRAGE / IT AIN'T J 
REAL.' YOU'LL ONLVfS"SB~^r 
MAKE A FOOL OF V^MMfV 
>— ^— i VO 'SELF/ A'^M*}/^ 


lltegl 




ff^* 




2l3s 


iOP^* 


- __Z=r- 
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'CAU6E AH IS A 
SHREWD TYPE' 

BUSINESSMAN,-. 

OUT HERE AH HAS 
A MONOPOLY 

OVER A WIDE 
AREA, -PLUS NO 
COMPETITION.; 



BU/W'AH 
DON'T KEER WOT 
"rO'SAYS "NOZZLE- 
NOSE AH LIKES 
MIRAGESANYWAV! 
1" 
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JUST THINK HOW MUCH MORE 
YOU'LL ENJOy GOOD LUCK IF 
EVER. COMES AROUNP/ 
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NOW PECOS.'— MOW COULD 
YO POS5IBLV THINK THET AH 
CROWCEC YO'OFF'fM THIS „. 
CLIFF OW PURPOS£l a --t'V£y,AiF^J 
-WHEW HEREAHIS-.-TRY/WG 
MA' g£ST TA' MOLD WUPWlF' 
MAH LASSO /- WOW. UBGGO THE*1 
ROOTS AN VO* TROUBLES 
WAL ALU BE OVER.* CCHUCKLE) 
C&/GGLE-') . 




FOLKS, WOUL& YOU BELIEVE THAT OWLY THIRTY-ONE YZARS j 

AGO, THIS MIGHT/ MASS O'MANHCOb WAS A MERENINEty-WIWE < 

■ ' -—7 POUtJD WEAKLIW AW WOW LOOK AT HIM TOMY ) 

_ >-77^^^;-T77 ONLY THIRTY TWO YEARS OLD/AFTER 
-^TiT "fjfflm$& -K CIWKIW OWLY TWO THOUSAND .-— i^-^ 
'^Tflik tfTt, FORTY- FOUR BOTTLES OF J/muswhs 
~ 3tl^#^/n^*~C b ^NK-rrvaLV„_^ ; SH0RE COM£ 




- • AW FOLKS.YOU TOO , CAW 
LOOK LIKE HIM .'..EK--UH. 
I MEAN YOU WILL BE 
AS STRON& AW MUSCLE 
BOUwb.'BYJUST 
DRINKIN' "DRINK-fTALL 
MY NEW WOWtJER > 
MEAJ.TH TOWIC./c 



l£/I 
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TTfiUr BEFORE AH STARTSTAH HATES 
SEUJirW WOMDERFUL {TA'KW- 

tomic.-.ah wawt you toIrectyo/, 

SEE A FEAT THAT ONLY J -AH WN 
TH£"N?IMK-ITAR -*S MSNlXRt 

'bRINKEbUH 




COWBOY WESTERN COMICS 



TStKjp you AN VOUR BIG MOUTH .1 PHOOEy } 
s-*?\f WE PAVS OFF THET DEBT i- 7 TH I S IS (JULY 
r WE7J~ BE" BROKE AW'OUTO>— y 4 SIMPi-E" 
BUSINESS.' 4U IF WE DON'W PROBLEM O'FUMIMTKM 
WEUU&lk JAIL' 



<HAS yd' GOME iOCO? Y-WATS WHy - 
AH HASHEEREO BOOT/ AH HAVF 
HILL. IS FULL O' RATS { ALREAPy.S£N7 
THET HA& TV SAME J FORHILDA-SHF 
IOEA' -r ^ -s fCANBOTH'JOB! 
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r SOB.' SOB/ IT'S NO USE.' AH JUST CAN'T 
DO IT.' AH CAWT.' SOB. AH JUST CAWT 
LOOK INTO THOSE INNOCENT BLUET 
EYES AND SHOOT VOU .' SOB ' 




WAL SHERIFF YOU IS JUST IN T7ME7 GUESS 
YO IS AFTER THESE RATS FfR PUTTIN' 1 ~' 1 
BAD IDEAS IN TH IS SWEET INNOCENT, 

^IRONG.'AH'M U^yii*^***-/ 1 '''! 
AFTER THET SWEET INNOCENT 

Ut GAL WHAT'S WANFED 

IN SEVENTEEN COUNTIES' ' 




fSIGH/ THEY PROBABLY GIVE ME LIFE" PECOS . 
h.&UT WHEN AH IS A OLD TOOTHLESS HAG OF 
\ SEVENT Y ER.SO AH'LL STILL BE A' THINKIW OF) 
" " YOUR BIG BABY 
~ BLUE EYE'S. " 




*OSAt- WHICH J UST GOES TO PROVE 
-„,. THAT KID CUPID'S STILL TH 
BEST SHOT OF UH ALL.' 
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CHUCKVAGON 
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GOOD 

BUSINESS 
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"erj by a twin'tvo o- 
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C'oorsted. Derby. Conn. 
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Buy The New 



HOT RODS and 

RACING CARS 

Comics 

At Your Local Newsstand 



THRILLING HOT ROD 

ADVENTURES 
IN ALL COMICS FORM 



10c 

per copy 
everywhere 




with the 

(9/or/oc/s A/ett/ 
TUMMY-FLATTENER 




eyes.Try TUMMY-FLATTENER a 
It not delighted with thrilling 
on 10 DAY HONEY BACK GUARANTI 
Moil iwpon TODAY! 




IT'S EASY TO 
HYPNOTIZE, 

tvAcH tfMt i#aw fomf 

Want the thrill of Imposing your will over 
" someone? Of making someone do exactly 
what you order? Try hypnotism! This amaz- 
ing technique gives full personal satisfaction. 
You'll find It entertaining and gratifying. 

The Master KEY TO HYPNOTISM shows 
alt you need to know. It Is put so simply, any- 
one can follow It. And there are 24 revealing 
photographs for your guidance. 

SEND NO MONEY 

FREE ten days' examination of this system Is 
offered to you If you send the coupon today. 
We will ship you our copy by return mall. In 
plain wrapper. If not delighted with results. 
return It In 10 days &•-.■' vovr i*o!K-y will be 
refunded. Strr-von rS^-n.i^. Dept. IIT3, 
113 West 57th Street. New York 19. N. Y. 




